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place has changed but little since Diana received the homage
of her worshippers in the sacred grove. The temple of the
sylvan goddess, indeed, has vanished and the King of the
Wood no longer stands sentinel over the Golden Bough.
But Nemi's-woods are still green, and as the sunset fades
above them in the west, there comes to us, borne on the
swell of the wind, the sound of the church bells of Ariccia
ringing the Angelus. Ave Maria ! Sweet and solemn they
chime out from the distant town and die lingeringly away
across the wide Campagnan marshes. Le roi est mort^ vive
le roil Ave Maria I